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The Guardian of the Gates of Felicity bowed to the
ground.

Meste Alem stared at him, thinking how like a black
jelly-fish he looked. She wondered how her friend, the
little Egyptian slave who was his mistress could tolerate
such a lover ? True, Djevher Agha was rich and there was
a fascination about the subtle ways of the unsexed . . .
But-----!

" Send for the Astrologer also/' said the Sultan.

Djevher Agha backed out of the room to execute these
commands. The Sultan sighed, turned to the piano again,
picked up another cigarette.

Meste Alem ran towards him with a lighted match,
but he shrank back from her in sudden horror and hate, his
hand clutching his pistol again.

Meste stopped. The Sultan quickly recovered himself,
knowing now that she did not intend to strangle him.
But he signed to her to keep her distance and lit his own
cigarette.

" You should have danced for me, little girl," he said,
** and I should have enjoyed it, if I had had the time.
But now I must attend to politics."

Mest6 Alem rose to go, and stood before her master
with her heart in her gold-brocaded slippers. With her
pretty colour, trembling mouth, downcast eyes, she
seemed a picture of innocence, but the epithets that passed
in her mind concerning the Young Turks were not those
that would occur to a young woman in the West.

" Stop a moment," said the Sultan, pinching her ear.
" Do you know what a Constitution is, little girl ? "

She did know, for there had been whispers of it even
here in the harem, but wisely she shook her head.

"A Constitution," said the Sultan, "means that I